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MASTER CHESHIRE coming 


home for the Christmas holidays, was 


; 
low 


nd, Be observed to be extremely pensive and 

Pt; 

bind. fam thoughtful, frequently walked up and 
down with folded arms, sometimes 

5 evn started,—in short, exhibited the ap- 
pearance of a young man “craz’d with 
care, or cross’d in hopeless love.” 

> bles His fond mother, an honest grocer’s wi- 
dow, who had scarce ever seen a play 

V8 ; ’ ’ 


sursefmg Degan to think her darling’s intellects 
:, were a little disordered ; and according- 
ly, as an affectionate mother should do, 
resolved to sit up by his bedside, to 
watch the crisis of his indisposition. 
Her son had retired to his bed nearly 
an hour, when his dear mama, bearing 
a rush-light in her hand, entered the 
room, with silent circumspection. Mas- 
ter Billy had been rehearsing the char- 
acter of Macbeth, and unfortunately, 
watt left his truncheon on the floor; the 
ey, me consequence of which was, that poor 
; Mrs. Cheshire, having her eyes fixed 
t, ma Upon her son, did not perceive it, ’till 
; rolling under her feet, it gave her a se- 
vere tumble; the rush-light of course 
was extinguished, and the noise of her 
fall awakened Billy. ‘The moon dart- 
ing her resplendent beams upon the 
brass candlestick, directed the young 
| ™Man’s eyes to his prostrate mother, 
f and having his mind fully impressed 
with the dramatic influenza, he burst 
forth with 


“Angels and ministers of grace defend me! 
“ Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn’d,” 
&e. 
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His mother made no other responses 
than her groans, for she was much 
bruised by the fall. Master Billy went 
on: 

‘‘Never shake thy gory locks at me; 

** Thou canst not say I did it.” 
Alas! cried his mother, no, ’twas this 
confounded head of a broomstick, which 
your madness has made use of for a 
walking stick ever since you came from 
school. Her son’s mind was too much 
taken up with the admiration of his own 
recital, to attend to the complaints of 
his mother, but he proceeded in the 
same dramatic style :— 


‘* What man dare, I dare. 
‘** Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 
‘<The arm’d rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tiger. 
“Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
*¢ Shall never tremble ; or be alive again, 
‘* And dare me to the desert with thy sword, 
“If trembling I exhibit, then protest me 
‘The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow, 
“Unreal mockery hence !”— 
Upon saying these words, he advanced 
towards his affrighted mother. Fear 
gave her strength, and dreading the ill 
consequences of being left alone witha 
madman, although her son, she flew out 
of the room with much greater preci- 
pitancy than she had entered it, and left 
Billy repeating these words : 

‘¢ The earth has bubbles as the water hath, 

‘* And this is one of them.” 
Mrs. Cheshire, as soon as she recover- 
ed from her fright, hurried to her 
neighbour, the apothecary ; after thun- 
dering some time at the door, she was 
let in by the disciple of Galen, in pro- 
prid persona : “ And would you think it, 
Dr. Bolus,” she exclaimed, “ My poor 
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boy Billy, is out of his mind! O! Bil- 
ly was a sweet child, till I sent him to | 
the academy, and now the boy is return- 
ed as mad as a March hare; it is but 
this moment that I came from his 
room ; directly he saw me he began to 
be light headed; and first of all called 
me an angelg then changed his note, 
and said I wasa hobgoblin, and that I 
could not say as how ’twas he that trip- 


ped up my heels ; and after calling me 


tiger, and ragged bear, concluded with | 


threatening to turn me out of the room.” 
To this incoherent harangue, Dr. Bo- 
lus, after adjusting his ruffles, replied 
in these words: “I partly comprehend, 
madam, the_origin of your son’s mala- 
dy; the fibres which lead from the sto- 
mach to the brain, have, by some un- 
foreseen mischance, become entangled 
with each other, and have occasioned a 
concretion of the discrete or divided 
matter of the brain, where, according to 
to the opinions of Pythagoras, Hippo- 
crates, and Galen, the soul is supposed 
to reside. Now my opinion is, that the 
soul of your son, finding her apartments 
up stairs very much deranged and out 
of order, has very wisely retired to some 
part of the body, and will probably take 
up her residence there, till the apart- 
ments in the attick story are made fit 
for her reception, which cannot be done 
until the cerebrum be restored to its na- 
tural state. ‘This madam, is the cause 
of your son’s being light headed, which, 
I flatter myself, I can easily remove. 
But pray what was the first symptom of 
his indisposition?” “ Why, sir,” said she, | 


““'The first day Billy came home for the | 


holidays, I saw him in the back yard, 
sawing off the end of our broom; and 


so, says I, Billy, are you going to be in | 


the fashion too, with a walking stick ten 
inches long? no, mother, I shall make 
a trencher of it. A trencher! quoth I; 
then I suppose, Billy, you have learnt 
to conjure at the academy? and so, he 
giv'd a start, and said, “ Yes, J can call 
spirits from the vasty deep;” and he 
went on with a great deal more, which 
| -I don’t remember now; but I do re- 
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‘member my mind misgiv’d me then, 
that Billy was non corpos; but if you 
can cure him, you shall have the bey 
checene in my shop, and tick for ano. 
ther.” 

Lured by the splendor of the Propos. 
ed reward, the acca proceeded imme. 
diately to business, and so purged, bijs. 
tered, and blooded the young man, tha 
he left him neither strength nor spirits 
to rant; so thinking himself deprived 
of the most valuable accomplishments 
in acting, he wisely gave up his hopes 
of succeeding in the dramatic line, and 
became perfectly composed. The doc. 
tor claimed his cheese, and is, by the 
credit of this cure, still spoken of in the 
neighbourhood, as wonderfully skiiled 
in all cases of insanity. 
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HAPPINESS UNIVERSAL. 


The positive wants of nature are ew W 
and fixed; those of imagination fleetin 
and innumerable. 'The wretch heii i8 
really hungry, and im need of food to 
appease that corroding sensation, will 
not be very scrupulous about the clean- 
liness of the cook. Cold cannot be di- 
verted by the fineness of Dresden lace, 
nor the idea of its reputaticn; pride 
may. ‘There is scarcely a wretch exist- 
ing, who has not the means of perma- 
‘nent happiness within his power. Ima- 
| gination is the painter; ’tis she who 
gives those light and gloomy shades, 
which pollute the canvass with defor- 
| mity, or captivate the eye with their en- 

chanting brilliancy. We cannot desire 
‘stronger proofs of the truth of this as- 
sertion, were it possible for even igno- 
rance itself to doubt, than those obser- 
vations which every hour may furnish. 
We hear the labourer, singing on 
the scaffold, surrounded by dangers, 
sweating with fatigue, or tottering be- 
neath a burden, with which he mounts 
a frightful precipice, step by step. His 
countenance wears the smiles of con- 
tent, his mind is unembarrassed, he glo- 
ries in the number of bricks he can lay, 
and laughs at the delicate limbs and 
frippery, of an affected being who walk 




















then, Meneath him, who calls himself a gen- 
F youlMeman. He has not leisure to wish, 
> best Mind he therefore feels no wants. His 
ano. Mbecessities are greatest in the hour of 


jJeness, but vanish, when hunger drives 
im again to labour. He hears beneath 
‘m the rattling of coaches, without 
motion, seldom or ever reflecting on 
he ease and security of those within. 
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Dirits Me It is the hand of little employment, 
‘ived Mahat hath the daintier sense.” 

ents aii 

Opes “THE GOOD HUMOURED WOMAN. 

and B) Having been taught that good nature 
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s an obliging and highly interesting 
jality, she wishes to impress her ac- 
-saintance with an idea of the peculiar 
sweetness of her character, and to that 
nd wears continually upon her face an 
nsipid unmeaning simper, smiling up- 
pn ail alike—rather than be silent in 

ompany, which she considers as the 
Bmost certain mark of dullness, she chat- 
erson without end ; andif applauded for 
any thing she has said, she is so encou- 
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will 
an 


aged, that she will strain her voice, talk | 
ouder and faster, till no one is heard | 


















. ° | 
di- Bbut herself. Mirth she conceives should | 
ce, Mehave no intermission, and therefore car- | 
ide aries it with her on all occasions; nay, 


ist- 
na- 
1a 
‘ho 
eS, 
or 


so supremely good natured is she, that 
et her hear or see what she will, she 
Hs not offended; that being inconsistent 
ith her character, thus does she ex- 
pose herself to the ridicule of her ac- 
quaintances and the contempt of stran- 
gers. 
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CALAMITIES. 


Man little knows what calamities are 
beyond his patience to bear, until he 
tries them. As in ascending the heights 
of ambition, which look bright from be- 
low, every step we rise shews us some 
new and gloomy prospect of hidden dis- 
appointment; so in our descent from 





is WF the summits of pleasure, though the 
- Be vale of misery below, may appear at 
- TB first dark and gloomy, yet the busy 
; mind, still attentive to its own amuse- 


ment, finds as we descend, something 
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proach, the darkest objects appear to 
brighten, and the mental eye becomes 


adapted to its gloomy situation. 
—2_ oe 


EXTERNAL APPEARANCES, 


What an ugly man! said the thoughtless 
Maria, as the stranger passed; he overheard, 
and from his dark expressive eyes beamed 
a look of pity and forgiveness: her heart smote 
her—the stranger in silence passed onwards— 
would to heaven I could recall it, said she, or 
that it were possible to ask his pardon; it 
was too late, he was already out of sight ; and 
Maria abashed and dejected, quitting her com- 
panions retired to her chamber and prepared 
for the ball-room. 

Nature had been in every way bountiful to 
Maria; to a fine form the sweetest features 
were added; and though gay and volatile, she 
had nevertheless her moments for reflection ; 
this was a severe one, she had wounded the 
feelings of one whose countenance indicated 
worth and mental beauty, and a dark cloud 
hung over the anticipated amusements of the 
evening. What is the matter with my young 
lady, said Emna, who was assisting in arrang- 
ing the enchanting tresses of the lovely peni- 
tent; atrifle was the reply; here she sighed 
and caught up a book which lay on her toilet, 
opened it and read with charming emphasis, 

** Teach me to feel another's woe, 
To hide the fault I see.” 

Beauty of person is an ephemeral possession 
It soon passes down the tide of time, ‘and 
lives only in the recollection of its former pos- 
sessor,——~On the other hand, the Beauty of the 
mind is co-existent with the living form which 
it adorns, and while mortality lasts, bids defi- 
ance to the ravages of the ruthless hand of the 
frosty monarch, who, for a while, with proud 
pre-eminence reigns over frail mortality below 
This unfading gem is too often neglected im 
the regions of fashion; while the false glare of 
the former, like tinsel compared to the more 
precious metals, diffuses a sensation which is 
most highly gratifying to the vanity of female 
folly ; the latter, even after the demise of its 
owner, leaves a lasting impression of the real- 
ty of its worth, inthe minds of those whose 
duty it is te cherish the memory of female 
worth. 
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A country gentleman who was on a visit t< 
the city, being very desirous of seeing every 
thing remarkable ; begged the favour of a friend 
at whose house he lodged, to accompany him 
to the hospital ; the friend consented, but hav- 
ing occasion to transact some business at the 


[comes house, stopped there on his way. After 


some little time, he missed his country visitor, 
and going to look after him found him gaping 





at the door, “*Why dont you come in?” said he 
to him. ‘Come in!” exclaimed the other, 
**Zounds what do you mean, why they are ail 





to flatter and to please. Still as we ap- 





loose '”’ 
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For the Suvenile Port-Folio. 


Lines onthe Death of Lieutenant A. B. CHASE. 


Where placid Delaware in lucent pride, 

Rolls its clear wave Fort Mifflin’s walls beside, 

A crowd of pensive mourners now attend, 

The tomb of a belov’d, departed friend. 

From earth his spirit is forever fled, 

The young, the good, the lovely Chase is dead. 

With languid motion o’er the swelling tide, 

Behold the barge that bears him, slowly glide. 

Hush’d are the winds, the waves forbear to 
heave, 

All nature seems at his sad fate to grieve. 

No sound is heard, save when the dashing oar 

Cutting the tide, impels them to the shore. 

And now the sharp keel rests upon the strand, 

In mournful silence they prepare to land; 

In slow procession seek the clayey bed, 

Where the lamented youth must soon be laid, 

With arms reversed, and pensive step they 
come, 

And loud “ and sad to hear, the muffled drum.” 

The volieying muskets now, with martial sound 

Break the sad pause, and through the air re- 
sound ; 

*Tis past ;—-brave Chase now slumbers in the 
grave, 

And drops of keen regret the damp earth lave. 

Down many a manly cheek fast falls the tear, 

And many a brave heart heaves the sigh sin- 
cere ; 

Cold is that breast where love and truth re- 
pos’d, 

By Death’s chill hand those radiant eyes are 
clos’d ; , 

Pale is that lip, where once the witching smile, 

Could of its love the coldest heart beguile ; 

But now his friends with tears his death de- 
plore, 

That rosy lip, alas! can smile no more. 

Far from the spot where their lov’d offspring 
fell, 

The tender authors of his being dwell. 

Alas ! no parents when he died were near, 

With hallow’d drops to consecrate his bier. 

But one he lov’d was nigh; his destin’d wife, 

Watch’d the last glimmer of expiring life ; 

On her dear‘form he turn’d his glazing eye, 

And “ Mary,” trembled in his latest sigh. 

Now Love dejected at his grave appears, 

His bright torch quench’d amid a sea of tears ; 

And sorrowing Friendship too repairs to weep, 

ee in the tomb with Chase, the virtues 
sleep. 

Lamented Cuasz;—alas! this simple lay, 

Can but poor homage to thy virtues pay. 

A nobler hand than mine should sweep the 
string, 

Thy faultless heart, thy beauteous form to sing ; 


| But sympathy the feeble verse calls forth, 
An humble tribute to departed worth. 
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For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
THE ELECTION.—A mock heroic. 


Of battles, broils, and fisty cuffs I sing, 

Of thumps resounding which the welkin ring, 

Ye muses, gods, and goddesses, I ask 

Humbly, to aid me in the arduous task. 

Phebus fatigued from mortal view had sank, 

And now with Thetis snug, his tea he drank: 

Meanwhile his sister Phebe took kis place, 

And peeping from acloud, shew’d half her m, 
dest face. 

The day appointed by the state had been, 

For men to vote, the night to drink their gin, 

Thick clust’ring here atid there a throngiy 
band, 

Near the proud State-house, loud debating 
stand. 

While thus on earth a wordy war they wage, 

Two quizzing gods concert t’ inflame thei 
rage ;, : 

Great Mars and Bacchus sitting cheek by jovw 

Swigg’d rosy nectar from a flowing bowl. 

Mars first broke silence ; faith that’s precio 
stuff, 

Why yes! cries Bacchus, ’tis so sure enough. 

Mars then continues, I’ve a scheme in head, 

To make some sport before we go to bed, 

If you assist me. Bacchus quick replies, 

May never wine or nectar glad my eyes 

If your plot promises the least of fun 

Give me your fist, by Styx, I say here’s done, 

This then it is, behold those fools below, 

Whilst from their tongues abuse in torre! 
flow, 

And for hard names in vain their brains 
rack’d ; 

Each fears his precious noddle should g 
crack’d. 

Now I'll inspire them with an itch for fight, 

And eyes unnumber’d shall get black’d ti 
night. . 

Enough said Bacchus, chuckling, your design 

Is excellent, but let the care be mine. 

Thus said tow’rds earth he took his rapi 
flight, 

A cask of gin appears to mortal sight, 

Gradivus too departs the ethereal scene ; 

A rosy bar man on the earth is seen. 

Sing muses nine and from your blest abodes, 

Declare the achievements of these boozy god 





Recount the wights who suffered fromthe! 
pow’r, 
When sober puts to drunkards learn’d t 
cow’. | 
( To be concluded in our next.) 
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